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Thefirft ParlofHenry theSixt. 


Talb, Dare ycc cotne forth,and meet vs in the field? 

PucelL Belike your Lordfhip takes vs then for fcoles, 
To try if that our ownc be ours,or no. 

Talk- I fpeake not to that layling HecatCy 
But vnto thee Ahtnfin f and the reft. 

Will yejlikeSouldiors,coine and fight it out? 

Alanf Seignior no. 

Talb. Seignior hang: bafeMuIeters of France, 

Like Pefant fooc-Boyes doc they keepe the Walls, 

And dare not take vp Antics,like Gentlemen. 

Paced* Away Capcaiucsje^s get vs from the Walls, 
For Talbot meanes no goodnefle by his Lookcs, 

God Vuy my Lord, we came but to tell you 
That wee are here. Exeunt from the Walls. 

Talb. And there will we be too,ere it be long, 
Orelfe reproach be Talbots greateft fame. 

Vow Burgomit by honor of thy Houfe, 

Prickt on by publike Wrongs fuftainM in France 
Either to get the TowneagainCjOr dye. 

And I, as fore as Englifti Henry Hues, 

And as his Father here vm Conqueror j 
As fere as in this late betrayed Towne. 

Great Cordelims Heart was buryed; 

So fare I fweare,to get theTowne,or dye* 

Burg m My Vowcs are equail partners with tlav 
Vowes* 

Talb. Bat ere we goe,rcgard this dyingPrince j 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 

We will beftow you in fame better place^ 

Fitter for tickneffe } and for crafie age. 

Bedf. Lord Tdbot % doe not fo difhonour me % 

Here will 1 fkjbefore the Walls of Roan, 

And will be partner of your wealc or woe* 

Burg. Couragious Bedford^ let vs now perfwade you, 

Bedf, Not to be gone from hence: for once I read* 
That ftout Pendragony in his Litter fick, 

Came to the field,and vanquifhed his foes. 

Me rhinfces l fhould reuiue the Souldiors hearts^ 
Becatife I cuer found them as my felfe* 

Talb. Vndaunccd fpirit in a dying breaft, 

Then be it fo: Heiuens keepe old Bedford fefc. 

And now no more adoe, braue Burgonie % 

But gather we our Forces out of hand, 

And fee vpon our boafting Encmie* Sxiu 

Alarum: Excurfons , Enter Sir fohn 
Fal/lafe* and a Captain?. 

Capt* Whither away Sir Tohn FalftaffcM fuch hafte? 

Fulfil Whither away? to faue my felfe by flight* 

We are like to haue the ouertlirow againc, 

Capt. What? will you fiye^and leaue Lord Talbot} 
Palji, I,all the Talbots in the Werld,to faue my life, 

Exit. 

Capu Cowardly Knighc/dl fortune follow thee. 

Exit* 

Retreat* S'xmfons, Puctfl, Alanfon $ and 
Charles fye, 

Bedf N*w quietSoulc s depart when Heauen pleafe, 
"or I haue feene our Enemies ouerthrow. 

What is the uiift or ftrength of foolifh man ? 

They that of late were daring with their fcoffes. 

Are glad and faine by flight to faue themfelues, 

Bedford dyes^nd is carryed in by tm in hk Chain* 


AnAlmtm . ^ 

the reft, * >(a>A 

Talk Loft, and recouered inaday ag a W 
This is a double Honor, Burgonie: * * 

Yet Heauens haue glory for this Vi&otie 
'Barg. Warlike and Martiall Talbot B m ■ 
Infhrines thee in his heartland there crefts 
Thy noble Deeds,as Valors Monuments 

Talk Thanks gentle Duke: bt)t where is , 

I thinke her old Familiar is afleepe. 

Now where's theBaftards braues,and Chari, A ■ 
What all amort? Roan hangs her head for grief 

That fuch a valiant Company are fled, ® e * 

Now will we take fome order in theTownc 
Placing therein fome expert Officers, 1 
And then depart to Paris, to the King, 

For there young Henry with his Nobles lye. 

Burg. What wi I Is Lord 7rt/<W,pleaf c th . 
Talk But yet before we goe.let's not for^t*"' 

The Noble Dnke ofBedfordjlate deceas’d b 

But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roan. 

A brauerSouIdierneuer couched Launce 
A gentler Heart did neuerfway in Court,* 

But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft die 
For that's the end of humane miferie. 1 *. 

exm 


Thefir/l Tart of Henry th e Six t. _ 

ruj^'- CW;,"Nw! etvsonjtny Lords, 

French MATCH. .__ iw*.„ 



Enter Charles, Baftard, Alanfon^uceS. 
PucelL Difmay not (Princes ) at this accident 
Nor grieue that Roan is fo recouered; 

Care is no cure,but rather corrofiue. 

For things that are not to be remedy’d. 

Let frantike Talbet triumph for a while, 

And like aPeacockfwcepe along his tayle, 

Wee’le puli his Plumcs.and take away hisTroyne, 

If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul’d, 

Charles. We haue been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 

One Hidden Foyle fha 11 neuer bteed diftruft. 

Baftard. Search out thy wit for fecrec pollicies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World, 
Ala»f. Wee’le fet thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And haue thee rcuercnc't like a bleffed Saint. 
Employ thee then,fwcer Virgin, for our good. 

Tucell. Then thus it mult be, this doth leant deuift; 
By fairc perfwafions, mixt with fugred words. 

We will entice the Duke of Burgonie 
To leaue the Talbot, and to follow vs. 

Charles, I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place for Htnryes Warriors, 

Nor fliould that Nationboaft it fo with Vi, 

But beextirped from our Provinces. 

Alanf. For euer ftvould they be expuls’d from France, 
And nothaueTitle of anEarledome here, 

'Puceil. Your Honors {bill perceiue how 1 will workt. 
To bring this matter to the wiftied end. 

Dramme founds afarrt of, 

Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may perceiue 
Their Powers are marching vnto Paris-ward. 

Here found an F.nglijb Trtarcb. 

There goes the Talbot yvKh his Colours fpred, 

And all the Troupes of Englifh after him. ( 

Jftm 


. L-R«eward comes the Duke and his: 

* t fauor nukes him lagge behinde. 
f° icu : Parler.we Will talke with him. 

SciW 110111 " Trtfwpcts found a Parley. 

. , a parley with the Duke of Burgonie. 

who cranes a Parley with the Burgonie. 
fS, The Princely tfharUo of France,thy Countrey- 

, W hat fay’ft thou Charles ? for 1 am marching 

. Spcakc PtteeH, and enchaunt him with thy 

words- 'Burgonie,vndoubied hope of France, 

Hand-maid focaketo thee. 


And ioyne our Powers, _ 

And feeke how we may prejudice the Foe* &xemt. 


man 
$ftrg- 

|,ei!cc 
Chsrhf- 


f |et ‘ t by humble Hand-maid fpcake to the 
Stl I’ speske.on,burbc not ouer-tedions. 

Pfisei Looke on thy Country,look on fertile France, 
. jp e£ the Cities and the lownes dcfac’t, 
JjUibgR^ftheerueUFoe, 

“slookes the Mother on her lowly Babe^ 


When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes. 
c« fee the pining Maladie of France : 

Behold the Wounds,the moft vnnaturall Wounds, 

Which thou thy felfe haft giuen her wofull Brcft. 

Oh tome thy edged Sword another way, 

Strike chofe that hurt,and hurt not thole that helpe : 

(Xic drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome, 
iliould gricuc thee more then ftreames of forrainc gore. 
Ret uriietheetherefore with a floud of Teares, 

And walla away thy Countries ftayned Spots. 

* $tirg. Either fhe hath bewitcht me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. 

Pwc#//.Befides,all French and France cxclaimes on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. 

V/hoioyn'ftthou with.but with a Lordly Nation, 

That will not truft thee, but for profits fake ? 

When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, 

Andfafhimfd thee chat Inftrument of III, 

Who then,bat Engliflt Henry be Lord, 

And thou be thruft out, like a Fugitiue ? 

Call we to minde,aiid marke but this for proofe: 

Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe ? 

And was he not in England Prifoner? 

Bat when they heard he was thine Enemie, 

They fet him free, without his Ran fome pay’d, 

Infpight of ’Burgonie and all his friends. 

See thcn,thou fighc’ft againft thy Councrey men. 

And ioyn’ft with them will be thy {laughter-men, 
Come,come,returns; returne thou wandering Lord, 
Cbsrles and the reft will take thee in their armes. 

'Burg. I am vanquifhed i 
Thtfe naughtie wordes of hers 
Hwc batc’rcd me like roaring Cannon-fhot, 
Andmademealmoft yeeld vpon my knees. 

Forgtue me Countrey,and fweet Countreymen: 

And Lords accept this hear tic kind embrace. 

My Forces and mjl Power of Men arc yours. 

So farweil 7V£<tf,IIe no longer truft thee, 

Puceil, Done like a Frenchman: turnc and turne a- 
gaine. 

Welcome braue Duke,thy friendfhip makes 

Ballard. And doth beget new Courage in our 
Breads. 

Ahmf, Puceil hath brauely play’d her part in this. 

And doth deferue a Coronet of Gold* 



Enter the Kir.*,GlMcefteryvinchcfterTtn-ke^Safolke, 
SomerftiJVArmcke,Exeter ■ To themyvitb 
his Souldiors, Talbot . 

Talb. My gracious prince, and honorable Pceres. 
Heaving of your arriuall in this Realme, 

I haue a while giuenTiuce vmo my Wanes, 

To doe my dutic to my Sotteraigne. 

In flgne Whereof, this Arme,thathath redaym’d 
To your obedience, fiftie Fortrcfles, 

Tweluc Cities,and leuen walled Townes of ftrength, 

Be fide fine hundred Pri loners of efteeme; 

Lets fall his Sword before yourHighneffe feet j 
A nd with fubmiffiue loyalne of heart 
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got, 

Firft to myGod.andnext vnro your Grace. 

King. Is this the Lord Talbot, Vnckle Glostcefter. 
That hath fo long bcene refident in France ? 

Ghsl. Yes,it it plealie your Maieftie,my Liege, 

King, Welcome braue Captains,and victorious Lord; 
When I was young (as yet I am not old) 

I doc remember how my Fatherfaid, 

A ftoucer Champion neuer handled Sword, 

Long fincc we were refoiued of your truth, 

Your faithfull feruice,and your toyle in W3rre; 

Yet neuer haue you tailed our Reward, 

Orbeene reguerdon’d with fo much as Thanks* 

Becaufe till now,we neuer faw your face. 

Therefore {land vp,and forthefegood deferts, 

Weherc create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 

And in our Coronation take your place* 

Scnet, FI adrift. Extant. 

UWanet Fertson and Bajfet * 

Vem. Now Sir.to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare. 

In honor of my Noble Lord of YorkeJ 

Dar’ft thou maintaine the former words thou fpak’ft ? 

Bajf. Y es Sir,as well as you dare patronage 
The cnuLous barbing of your fawcic Tongue, 

Againft my Lord the Duke of Sometfet. 

Vem. Sirrha, thy Lord 1 honour as he is. 

'Bajf. Why,what is he ? as good a man as Yorks. 
Hem. Hearke ye; not fo: in wicnefle takeye that. 

Strikes h>m. 

Baff, Villaine, thou knoweft 
The Law of Atmes is fuch, 

That who fodrawes a Sword.’tis prefent death, 

Or elfe this Blow fhould broach thy deareft Bloutl. 

But lie vnto his Maiettic, and craue, 

I may haue libertie to vengc this Wrong, 

When thou (halt feejlcmeec thee to thy coft* 

Hern. Well mifcreant,Ile be there as foone as you. 
And afterracete you, fooner then you would. 

Exeunt. 

I 3 Enter 
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